Winter Conversation by Curtiss, Miles W.
-------------------------------------------
him up and he'll go to a warehouse across town. They'll put a tag on him and 
leave him on a shelf." 
"We saw other people leaving stuff here on television. That's what give 
us the idea," said Roy. 
"Fact is, we have to do something with everything that's left at the wall," 
said Higman. "We can't destroy it and we can't give it away. Last few years 
we've warehoused it. Before that, the things left behind got lost or ruined in the 
weather." Higman pointed to Little Mitch, "That fella looks like he could be 
more comfort to you folks back home. I know this, he'll comfort nobody col-
lecting warehouse dust." 
Esther snatched the bear from the ground and stuffed him back in the 
Pamida bag. 
"Thank you," she said. 
"My pleasure," said Higman, "Y'all have a nice day now, hear?'' 
Roy and Esther watched him walk off, and then turned back to the wall. 
"You know," said Roy, "Kennedy is buried somewhere around here pret-
ty close. I think I'd like to visit his grave. As long as we're here." 
Esther looked all around and then at Roy. She smiled, squeezed his arm, 
and nodded. She didn't trust herself to talk. With Roy leading, they walked up 
the hill toward the Metro station. 
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If you could see me now, 
All dressed up to go out, 
Just waiting for the magic of this moment to erupt. 
Sometimes, I wish inside 
I was as old as I feel. 
That way the ghost of entropy 
wouldn't bite at my heels. 
Everyone is heading there 
and still we all complain. 
Afraid the things we expect to lose 
are gifts we've already sold away. 
You plan to call California, 
contact the man with the means. 
He'll keep you resting in slumber 
and hold you safe in dreams. 
But that old man 
is just a sycophant 
who's gonna slowly drain you 
of all the riches in your head. 
You say everyone heads there. 
Its just the way were born. 
We must give up all of our rampage 
and don these last uniforms. 
I say if everyone's looking for a city of gold. 
Then there must be one somewhere 
who knows? 
If you could see me now, 
all dressed to worship the night. 
She's not the deity I had in mind. 
It seems a strange consolation 
for what we've given away. 
The happy haze of a drunken hour 
today. 
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